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So this was how James felt like all the time? How the fuck did he put up with all this power coming from the 
audience, a power that never seemed to reach the place behind the drum kit? How could he have this energy 
surging against the stage every night without going completely mad? 


“Twenty-seven, everyone was nice / Gotta see ‘em make ‘em pay the price.." 


Belting out the lyrics to "Am | Evil", Lars kept dashing across the stage: Left right, up the stairs towards the 
drum kit and back to the front while doing his best Bruce Dickinson impression. 


"See their bodies out on the ice / Take my time..." 


They were in the final throes of a two and a half hour show, but he wasn't tired at all. With every cheer 
from the crowd, every raised hand, every mouth singing along to the old Diamond Head classic, new energy 


was soaring through his body. 


Even through the pounding of the drums and the strumming bass he could feel the dull throbbing of his pulse 
in his temples. Rivers of sweat were running down his naked back, soaking his spandex and all the beers he had 
in between songs had already started to blur his vision. But Lars was not exhausted. On the contrary, he had 


never felt more alive. 

"Am | evil?" he bellowed into the microphone. 

"YES | AM" came the answer roaring with ten thousand voices. 
He felt invincible. 


The solo came, with Jason on James’ Flying V, forgetting to palm mute, and Kirk awkwardly handling the long 
neck of Jason's bass. Lars ran across the stage, back towards the drum kit where James was pounding the 
snares and toms with a better sense of rhythm than Lars ever could master. But right now, Lars was too 


high on adrenaline and drunken elation to be jealous. 


Sneaking behind the kit, he put his free hand on James’ sweat-covered shoulder. Turning his head, James 
greeted him with that thousand-watt smile that still made Lars go weak in the knees. He was saying something, 
but the music was too loud. Lars couldn't make out a single word. So instead of an answer, he slid his hand 
lower across James' back, down towards his side. 

Under the black tank top he was still wearing, James’ skin was burning hot. Strong muscles were flexing under 
Lars' fingers when James lifted his arms to hit the snares - then Lars hand got pushed away by a rough 


elbow. 


"Stop it, man!" James was shouting loud enough for him to hear it across the drums and the roar of the 


audience - but there was no malevolence in his voice. 


Lars smiled and patted him on the back one last time before letting go. He almost missed his entry for the 
third stanza, 


Well, fuck it, so he just sang it from behind the drum kit then. While doing so, Lars tried very hard not to 
stare too blatantly at the muscles playing in James’ naked arms, the sheen of sweat on his golden skin. God, 
how he wished he could have him right here and now! And thanks to the motherfucking spandex these 


thoughts were probably very obvious to everyone. 


But hey, Lars was too drunk to care, why should anybody else? He was on stage, he had the mike - he was 
the king of the world for as long as the song lasted. 


"Am | evil?" The chorus again. "YES | AMI" the crowd responded. 


During the instrumental outro, Lars could not hold back anymore. He wrapped his arm around James' 
shoulders, not caring if he messed up his drumming. Pressing his face into James’ hair, he half whispered- 


half-sang into his ear. "Am | evil?" 


"The fuck you are," James' growled."Should have your goddamn ass spanked" He hit the snare as if for 


emphasis. 


A shiver ran through Lars' whole body. Oh, he was gonna get a good fuck tonight - against the wall, across 
the pool table, it didn't matter - James was going to give him the ride of the century. And if Lars was a good 
boy, a very good boy, he might even get a nice thorough spanking. Fuck. He was hard now. He had no idea how 


he was supposed to survive these last minutes on stage in a state like this. 

There, finally the spotlights were on Kirk and Jason in the front and for a brief moment, nobody was watching 
them. Burying his face in James’ wet hair again, Lars bit his earlobe. Even in the noisy heat of the stage he 
could feel the shiver running down James' spine. 

"Brat!" 

Lars just laughed. And then he couldn't resist that one final itch of temptation. 

"Tonight, baby," he stage-whispered in James’ ear. "I'm going to fuck you" 

The very moment the words left his lips he knew there was no way back. They had never done it this way 
around - hey this was James Hetfield, icon of heavy metal heterosexuality, they were talking about - Lars 
could be glad he didn't punch him in the face after sex anymore - but today, today Lars had sung on stage 
with pure euphoria running hot and wild through his veins. Today, things were different. 


Running way from the drums back to the front of the stage, he launched into the final refrain 


"Am | evil? / Yes | am!" and the crowd was roaring "YES | AM". 
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They had all turned into goddamn rock stars and not all of it was Guns'nRoses' fault. It was nineteen-fucking- 
ninety-two and stuff like this just seemed to happen for no reason And so the first thing, Lars did when he 
came back from the showers was to snort a line from one of the hand mirrors in the dressing rooms. You 
didn't even have to go to the bathroom for it anymore. With G'n'R around, the stuff was all over the place. 


The coke buzz hit him with full force once he was on his way to the limo. Even off stage Lars felt like he 


could take on the whole fucking world 


He met James outside of the venue, where he was talking to a few girls, fans or groupies, you could never tell 
these days. They all wanted to fuck you - or at least pretend to enjoy fucking you to get through to Axl Rose, 


which had the same result. 


James was making eyes at a red-haired girl with big tits. She knew how to drive him wild from the way she 
played with her hair and threw her head back when she laughed. James' eyes were fixed on her chest, on her 


pale throat. He reached out, touched her shoulder, pulled her closer... 
Oh no, not today, my dear. Not today! 
Lars barged in "Scuse me, but we have to go." 


The girls' eyes went wide, when they recognized him, but he just grabbed James by the arm and pulled him 
away. "Sorry, no time for this today. Come back tomorrow, we're staying at the Atlantic.” 


Off they went into the black limo. Leather seats, AC, a chauffeur and a mini-bar -a far cry from the shabby 
busses of the early days. Yes, they really were rock stars now. The door slammed shut, Lars pressed a 
button and the screen between the driver's compartment and the back seat went up. 


The limo set into motion and with a single smooth movement, Lars climbed onto James lap, straddling him with 


his knees to both sides of James’ lean thighs. 
James swallowed hard. "Lars, do you really think." 


But the time for talking was over, they had waited long enough. Lars grabbed James’ shoulders and pulled him 
in for a kiss. Boy, that was about time. And then, suddenly, James' strong hands were on him, one cradling the 
back of Lars' head, pulling him closer, the other one sliding down his back until it reached his ass, grabbing, 
squeezing, making Lars moan into James' mouth. 


The kiss grow deeper, more passionate with James biting down on Lars’ lips, his beard scratching over the 
sensitive skin of Lars' face. He'd have stubble burn on his cheeks and lips tomorrow, but he'd be damned if he 
didn't fucking love this. Oh yes, James liked pain. Inflicting and receiving it, he was all about the biting and 


bruising. And Lars liked, whatever James’ liked - and besides, the mere thought of having traces of James on 
his body for days was enough to keep him going. 


Withdrawing for a few seconds they both found themselves gasping for air. James’ blue eyes were dark with 
lust, his hair a mess, his lips swollen He looked magnificent. All Lars wanted was to do him here and now. It 
wasn't like they hadn't fucked in the car before, high on adrenaline after a show with only spit for lube. They 
had even done it in the backstage showers with Lars on his knees, sucking James off and both of them getting 
off on the risk that somebody might barge in on them any moment. 


James' hand was already making its way down Lars’ back again, squeezing into his jeans. Deeper and deeper his 
fingers went, into the narrow space between the tight fabric and Lars’ skin, a finger diving between his 
buttocks, exploring, searching. 


"No," Lars whispered into James' mouth. "Not like this." 


James raised an eyebrow, but didn't withdraw his fingers. He pushed even further instead. It took more to stop 
the mighty Hetfield from doing something he had set his mind on. Now his fingertip was already brushing 


across Lars' hole, teasing him, making him moan. Fuck, it would be so easy to give in now. 
"Yeah, come on. | knew you'd like it.” 


James’ voice was that deep growl that never failed to shoot straight towards Lars’ cock Sometimes he 


thought he could come from listening to his voice alone. 
"Oh." 


The wolf-like smile that spread on James' face nearly worked its magic. Involuntarily, Lars kept pushing back, 
pushing himself down on the finger. Fuck, all he wanted was to have James inside him here and now. But no.. 


Not today. Not after he had performed at the front of the fucking stage. Today he had other plans. 
He reached around for James’ hand, pulled it back Finally, James obeyed 

‘Later 

Another raised eyebrow. 


Lars didn't leave him room for questions, but leant in for another kiss. Slower this time, exploring James' 
mouth like they had all the time in the world. He could feel James relaxing under him, moaning softly into his 
mouth. Oh yes, this was good. Nice and slow and sensual, just the way Lars liked it. Savoring the moment, 
experiencing the kiss with all his senses. The smell of shampoo, cologne and leather seats, the tight denim 
stretched over James’ thighs, the hardness of his cock straining against the fabric, the warmth of his hands 


on Lars' back. 


Like so often, Lars wished he could just soak in this moment of pure perfection to play it back later in his 
mind when he needed it: After another argument maybe, another hellish year in the studio, another night on 
tour with a withdrawn drunk James who was treating him like shit. A James completely different from the 
man who was with him right now. Today Lars was lucky: this was a pliant, sensual James who succumbed to 
his kisses and touches, not the fucking block of ice, the self-styled lonely wolf, who sat with him on the plane 


or in the tour bus on so many other days. 


They broke the kiss, slowly, just as an excuse to dive right into another one. In between kisses, Lars' teeth 


found James’ ear, biting the lobe, nibbling along the shell until James was a moaning mess in his arms. 
| have something for you," Lars whispered into his ear, "back at the hotel. Hope you'll like it" 


A deep groan was his answer. And while he uttered the final words, Lars had let his hand trail down James’ 


chest and stomach until he was pressing down on James’ still denim-covered cock. 


"But you'll have to wait until we're there," he whispered - and then he just smiled and slid off James' lap, back 
into his own place on the other side of the car's wide back seat. 


"Lars, what the fuck? 

"Wait and see" 

James reached for him, but Lars just shifted away, thankful for the large space the limo gave him. 
"You're a fucking tease, Ulrich!" 


But even while he was complaining, James was playing along. He gave up and reached for the mini-bar instead. 


Ice clinked in a glass and the sharp smell of Bourbon filled the air. 
"This better be worth it." 


James pressed a glass into Lars hand, acting like nothing had happened, although he was still shifting 
uncomfortably in his seat. Lars couldn't keep his eyes from James’ crotch. Damn, why did he have to wear 
these really tight jeans? But hey, he could bear to wait for a little bit longer now. After all, everything was 


going according to plan. Here he was, with James drunk, horny and completely at his mercy. 


He took the glass of whiskey with a big smile. "Wait and see, James, just wait and see." 
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The very moment the door of Lars’ hotel room closed behind them, James grabbed him by the shoulders and 
slammed him against the wall. All Lars could do was to gasp for breath, as James's mouth descended on his 
with rough, bruising kisses. Meanwhile, a hand made its way under his shirt, calloused fingers pinching and 
twisting his nipple. 


Fuck, Lars loved this. Loved it a little too much maybe. He moaned into James' mouth and pushed his hips 
forwards, his jeans having long since become uncomfortably tight. 


Popping the buttons of Lars’ shirt one by one, James’ quickly pushed the piece of clothing down his shoulders. 
The cool breeze of the hotel room's air-conditioning prickled on Lars' overheated skin. But the cold lasted only 
for seconds, before James' mouth was on his neck, the scratchiness of his beard an exquisite contrast to the 


slick heat of his tongue as he licked a trail along Lars’ collar bone. 


Moving his head lower, James was worrying one of Lars’ nipples with his teeth, biting down making it hurt - 
just a little, but enough to make Lars moan - before he licked across the bites and bruises, sending shivers 


through his entire body. Lars' legs started to grow weak and he had to grab for hold on James’ shoulders. 


His head sank back against the wall. Oh God, this was what he had been waiting for! It had been forever since 
the last time they had done it like this. Yes, there had been groupies - this was a tour with Guns'n'Roses, 
after all. Lars had even been desperate enough to fool around with Kirk. All in good fun of course. With Kirk 


you only ever could do it when you were pretending to be joking. But there had been no James. 


In fact, during the last few weeks James had been avoiding Lars as much as you could do when you were 
stuck on a seemingly endless tour where everybody was hanging out on the same jet, on the same stage, in 
the same backstage rooms all the time. And now that he finally got hold of James after what seemed like a 
fucking eternity, Lars didn't want it to be like all the other times. No matter how good it was, he wanted more. 
He wanted to ride the buzz as long as possible, milking the change of perspective his performance on stage had 


given him as much as he could 
He reached down and grabbed James’ chin, forcing him to look up from his semi-crouched position The coarse 
hair of James' beard was scraping over his fingers reminding Lars that yes, this was real, this was happening 


right now. 


"Hey, stop it!" 


"Hm? This ain't good enough for you?" As if for emphasis, James flicked his tongue across Lars’ nipple again, 
making him hiss as he sucked in his breath. The fucker only knew too well how to press his buttons. 


lm never going to get through with this! 

Lars took a deep breath, before he risked another attempt. 

"l. | wanna try something, okay?" 

Raising one eyebrow, James let go of Lars’ nipple and stood up. 
"Well, okay?" 


Fuck, he always forgot how goddamn tall James was until he stood directly in front of him like that. But today, 
the height difference failed to intimidate him. 


| want you To undress," he said firmly. 
"Whatever you like, Ulrich." 


Although he seemed a little confused, James obeyed and got rid of his leather jacket and plaid shirt, then 
removed his t-shirt. 


Lars had to fight against the desire to simply reach out and touch him. But as much as he wanted to run his 
fingers across James’ exposed torso, he remained where he was, leaning against the wall with his arms 
crossed in front of his chest. 

"Go on," he said when James was just in his jeans and cowboy boots. Fuck, he was beautiful. His shoulder-to- 
waist ratio was out of this world. And with his beard, stormy blue eyes and mane of dark blond hair he looked 
like a Viking warrior. 

By now, James had noticed the way Lars was staring at him. 

"What's this supposed to be?" he growled, "Too broke to pay a fucking stripper?" 

Lars had to laugh. "Come on, the boots are next!" 

Mumbling profanities under his breath, James bent down and removed his boots and socks. 


This is working, this is actually fucking working! 


Trying to order James around was like playing with fire. You never knew if or when you might lose control and 


it would burn you. But when it worked, oh, when it worked like it did now, it was exhilarating. All the power - 
the power to command fucking James Hetfield - went straight to Lars' cock. Yes, he loved being in control. 
Usually, he only managed this level of control when it came to the music. Ordering James around on a physical 


level new to him, but it had already turned into the most perfect feeling in the world. 

"Your pants now." 

James cast him a death glare from icy blue eyes, but his hands were already at his belt buckle. He undid the 

belt, pulled down the zipper and bent down to peel the too-tight jeans off his legs. When he stood up again, you 
could see the massive erection straining against the black fabric of his shorts. Lars swallowed hard. A part of 


him still wanted to submit, sink down to his knees and wrap his lips around that glorious cock right now. The 
rest of him, however, had other plans... 


"Get those pants off and lie down on the bed," he said, still relishing that feeling of absolute control. 

"What?" 

"Get those fucking pants off" Lars was surprised at the stern sound of his own voice. 

But then James' eyes were meeting his and he shivered. How could there be so much raw anger condensed 
within one single person? He halfway expected James to lash out on him right now, even braced himself for a 
physical attack. It was a thin line he was treading here, a very thin line.. 

Slowly, very slowly, James' hands went down to the waistband of his pants. 

The tension in the room was almost palpable and Lars knew, oh, he knew so well that it would have been better 
for him to shut up But he didn't. OF course he didn't, he was motherfucking motormouth Lars Ulrich, high on 
coke and booze and if there was one thing he wasn't able to do, it was keeping his mouth shut. 

"Go on," he said, fully aware that he was dancing on the edge now, "take them off!" 

If looks could kill he'd be stone dead right now. 

Lars was dancing on the edge, but he didn't fall down. Even if his control over James was hanging on hair-thin 
threads by now, it held up. James pulled down his pants and threw them to the ground. He was naked now, 
except for the wolf pendant glittering on a strap of leather around his neck. Even from his point of view, a few 
feet away, Lars could see the tension in his shoulders, the angry vein pulsating in his throat. 


"And what do you want me to do now, Lars?" Once again James's voice went down to that low wolf-like growl. 


The edge came closer, the threads were very close to breaking. Lars realized it was time for a tactical 


retreat. If he ever wanted his plan to succeed he needed James to relax first. 


"Get on the bed," he said, making an effort to keep his voice as soft and compliant as possible. "Just lie down 


on your stomach - I'd like to give you a massage." 
First sensible idea you had all day," said James. Was that the hint of a smile in the corner of his mouth? 


Still, while he watched James climb on the bed, lying down until his long, lean body was spread out face down 
on the mattress, Lars felt, like he just escaped at a hair's breadth from a predator's attack 


But hey, his plan - since when had he started calling it a plan? - was well underway. And so he reached into 
the nightstand table and pulled out a bottle of massage oil. Originally, he had put it there, because night's 
groupie had brought it with her, but now it came in more than handy. 


Climbing onto the bed, Lars hesitated for a moment. 


Oh, tuck if! There was no way back, he was in too deep now. And he wanted that feeling of control back, wanted 
James to be his in body and soul. 


And so he straddled James’ back and went into a semi-kneeling position with his knees to the left and right of 
James' lean, well-muscled thighs. His own cock was achingly hard by now, pressing against the confinement of 

his jeans and Lars took a few seconds to open his belt and pull down the zipper. Oh yes, this was better. Much 
better! 


Then he set to the task at hand. 


When he spread the oil on James’ shoulders, the muscles under his hands felt hard as stone. Pushing James’ 
tangled mane of hair to the side, so it wouldn't get in the way, he dug right in 


The low moan that came from deep within James’ chest when Lars first pressed into the tightly-wound 


muscles above his shoulder blades was reward enough. 


Lars fingers - used to hardship from years at the drums - dug in deep, forcing the knots from the tense 
muscles in James' back one by one. It has been a long time since he'd done this, but the knowledge from his 
youth on the tennis court came in handy now. He wasn't an expert in physiotherapy, of course, but at least he 


knew his bit about anatomy and where he could push in to help the muscles relax without inflicting damage. 


The oil made his fingers slide easily over James’ skin He applied pressure and moved his thumbs from the 
edge of James' shoulders towards the center, forming a slight curve, rubbing them in a parallel motion to both 
sides of James’ spine until he reached the back of his neck, right towards the edge of his hairline. Another 


deep groan was his response. 


Slowly, very slowly James’ was starting to relax. Lars needed to apply less and less pressure to provoke a 
reaction. After a while, he did the thing with his thumbs again, but this time with a minimum of the original 
pressure. Oh, James loved it. There was this slight trembling, barely noticeable that emerged between his 


shoulders and then ran through his whole body. After a while another soft moaning sound escaped from 
James’ lips as he started to melt into Lars’ touch. 


Once again Lars dug his thumbs into the heavy muscle above James’ shoulder blades, dragging his fingers 
upwards to both sides of his spine until he reached the back of James' neck. He decreased pressure here, 


turning the firm massage into the slightest caress, the ghost of a touch fluttering across James' skin. 


"Hmm, more.!" James’ voice was slurred, with half of his face pressed into the pillow, hidden behind a curtain 


of tawny hair, still slightly wet from the shower. 


Lars just smiled, but instead of applying more pressure, he changed his strategy, scraping James' neck with 


blunt fingernails. 
He could as well have used a current surge. 
With a breathless moan, James bucked his hips, a visible shiver running down his spine. 


Lars bit his lip, his breath suddenly very heavy. He hadn't expected this in his wildest dreams. Despite the open 
fly his jeans and underpants still felt far too tight. 


Okay, was this enough? Could he dare to give it a try? 


Once again he dug his fingernails into James warm skin, listened to the deep groan that came from James: lips, 


felt how he was already grinding into the mattress. 

Oh my tucking God.. 

Holding his breath, Lars climbed down from the bed. 

"Stay where you are," he said as he hurried to retrieve James' jeans that had been unceremoniously disposed 
on the floor. There, the belt - his hands were shaking as he pulled it through the loops, followed by the one 
from the jeans he was still wearing. With the leather straps in his hands, Lars returned to the bed. 

James turned his head - his eyes went wide when he saw the belts. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" 


Lars didn't waste time with a reply. Straddling James' body once again he bent forward and grabbed one of 


James’ arms, winding the dark leather of the belt around his wrist. 


If James had really wanted to put up resistance he would have thrown him off the bed by now, probably given 
him a punch in the face for good measure. But he didn't. Instead, he let Lars tie his left hand to the headboard 
of the bed, shortly followed by his right one. 


Lars shifted back until he was half-kneeling over James’ thighs again, admiring the view: James lying face down 
on the bed with his hair spread out like a dark golden fan, the strong muscles of his arms standing out against 
tanned skin, shiny with sweat and oil. 


Mine. All mine. James tied up and completely at his mercy. Lars had never known how fucking much he wanted 


this until now. 


Smiling like the cat that got the cream, he leant forward, bending down until his mouth was close to James’ 
ear. He smelt different now that he had on stage. The sharp sweaty odor of the live show had been replaced 
the clean scent of shampoo and shower gel, mixed with a tang of fresh sweat and the unmistakable scent of 


sex - just like Lars, he probably had been hard since they arrived in the car. 


And like he had already done in the car, Lars once again licked a trail along the shell of James’ ear. The 
reaction followed on the spot. James’ hips were bucking up and from his position straddling James’ thighs, Lars 


almost physically felt the low groan that came from somewhere deep within James’ chest. 
Please..." 


This was new. Reducing James to begging was a thing that certainly didn't happen very often. Lars liked it. Liked 


it very much. 


He lightly nibbled on James’ ear lobe, enjoying how it made him moan involuntarily. Then he licked his way along 
James’ neck, tasting salty sweat and a sharp note of leather from strap of the wolf pendant until he reached 
the point where neck met shoulder. He bit down here. Hard. 


Fuck!" 


James was shivering, shaking. The leather of the belts that bound his hands creaked when he tried to pull free 


- to no avail. 


Lars felt invincible. He licked across the half moon-shaped bruise that was forming on James’ tanned skin, 


before he bit down again. And again, covering James’ neck and shoulders with red and purple love bites. 


James was beyond protesting now, the macho facade he bore on stage shattered and gone. He was moaning, 
oscillating between pleasure and pain as Lars’ fingers pressed down hard on the bruises forming at the side of 
his neck, making sure they'd stand out against his skin - red and blue and purple - the next day. Alternating 
sharp bites with slick hot licks and soft kisses, Lars worked his way towards the other shoulder, until the 
movement of James’ hips had turned into a constant grinding. He was thrusting into the mattress, desperate 


to get off. 


"Not so fast, my dear." 


Lars sat up and contemplated his work. He looked at the row of bites and bruises on James’ neck and 
shoulders, the way his muscles flexed and tensed as he was still semi-fighting against the constraints, the 
fresh line of sweat trickling down his back. He was beautiful - and all Lars’ for the taking. 


lime to enter stage two. 
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Sliding down a little, but still sitting on James’ legs, Lars simply enjoyed stroking James’ back for a while, 
marveling at the sensation of soft skin over strong muscles. Once James had relaxed a little, Lars let his hands 


slide lower. Further and further down until his fingers reached the perfect globes of James’ ass. 


Another moan, another half-hearted attempt at resistance. Where was the massage oil again? Lars spread a 
good portion on his hands, before he put his fingers on James’ buttocks again, stroking, massaging lightly until 
the skin under his fingers turned slick with oil 


After staring at James' ass in those far too tight jeans for the better part of a two and a half hour set, 
Lars considered this his well-deserved reward. He couldn't even put into words, how much he longed to have it 


under his hands, touch it, squeeze it, lick it.. Heat rose into his face at the last thought, but fuck it, they 


always joked about him having an oral fixation, so why not just run with it? 


Carefully, he ran his fingers across the curves of James’ buttocks, closer to the center. He held his breath as 
he dipped a finger into the crack - just the slightest bit, not even half an inch... 


James’ reaction was not what he had hoped for. 


"Get your hands away from there, Ulrich," The calm, menacing undertone in his voice was almost worse than 


the growling from earlier. 
Lars froze mid-movement. 


Was that too fast? Okay, okay, time for another tactical retreat. But he'd be damned, if deep down, James' 
didn't want this as much as he did. 


For now, however, Lars settled for quickly moving his hands away from James' ass, massaging the back of his 
thighs instead. Damn, this man still had the motherfucking longest and most perfect legs on earth. Oh, and he 
was so sensitive here: When Lars was stroking the soft skin on the inside James moaned again and involuntarily 


opened his legs further. Lars could see his balls, drawn tight and swollen towards his perineum. He had been 


right: James liked this, James fucking wanted this. He just couldn't admit it. Yet.. 


Lars moved his hands upwards again, slowly - very slowly - until his thumbs were massaging little circles on 
the inside of James’ thighs while his other fingers were almost touching James’ buttocks. Higher, just a tiny 
bit higher. Yes, there it was! That moan, barely audibly but still there, coming from deep within James' throat. 


And there were other signs, too, the tiny shiver running through the muscles of his back and the way he 
tried to keep himself from thrusting into the mattress. 


Repressed bastard! 


But before Lars was able to contemplate his next step, James jerked at the belts that still bound his hands to 
the headboard. 


"Fuck it, Lars, isn't it time to get these off? My arms are going numb!" 


Lars shook his head. "Not yet!" And with a smile he added. "If you're a good boy, you'll learn to hold your arms 


in a way that won't make them fall asleep." 


James growled and pulled at his bonds again The cheap metal of the headboard creaked and the leather was 
digging deep into his wrist. 


"Now that was a fucking stupid idea. If you hurt your hands you can't play guitar!" 

Having said this, Lars playfully slapped James's ass. 

Fuck. He hadn't expected a reaction like this. 

Once again it felt like an electric shock running straight through James’ body. The groan that left his mouth 
was deep and feral, as if it had been ripped from the depth of his subconscious - but Freud be damned, it 
made Lars hard. 

His hand moving almost on its own accord, he slapped James’ ass again. Harder this time. 

James tore at the belts, but they were made of good, strong leather and withstood all his attempts to break 
free. 

"Bad idea," said Lars and hit him again. Redness was spreading on James‘ cheeks and Lars’ hand stung from the 
impact. But the deep animal growl was worth it, as was the way, James' hips bucked up, how he ground into 
the mattress as soon as the sting subsided. Oh, James’ liked pain. Lars just hadn't known how much.. 

Slap! Another one. 

The sound that came from James’ throat was barely human. Twisting his head, he tried to look Lars' in the 
eye. His face was red - you couldn't tell if from arousal, heat or embarrassment - and his pupils so blown his 
blue eyes appeared almost black. Strands of tawny hair were sticking to his sweat-covered forehead. 


"Morel" His voice was broken, as if every word had to force its way up his throat, "Give me more!" 


Lars's head was buzzing. He could feel his pulse throbbing and pounding high in his temples, in the sides of his 


throat and down into his cock. This was more than just being high on coke and sex, this was something new. 


Something deeper, a feral connection in a way he had never experienced before. 


Again and again his hand rose and fell, hitting the abused flesh of James‘ buttocks. By now, the pale skin of his 
ass had turned completely red and with every blow pain exploded in Lars' palm as well, blazing white and hot as 
it run up into his arm. 


He could have stopped. He could have gotten up and look around for another belt, anything else to use, but he 
didn't. The connection ran to deep: As drunk on power Lars was, as much as he reveled in the sight of the 
mighty Hetfield naked and spread out in front of him with his ass burning bright red - he couldn't leave him 
alone with this. They had to share this pain like they shared everything else. Like they were also sharing the 


pleasure. 

James had risen to his knees now, his torso still horizontal while his hands were clutching the headboard with 
white knuckles. He arched his back into C-form as he pushed his ass into the air. Instead of retreating from 
the blow, he leant into it, wanting it, begging for it - like a whore, like a motherfucking cat in heat with his cock 
bobbing between his legs, swollen, hard and red, already leaking precome. 

"Give me fucking more," he growled. 


Lars was only too willing to obey. 


Smack! Every time his hand hit James' buttocks new tremors seemed to be running through him, making him 


shiver all over. 
"Lars, please!" 
Slap! 


By now, Lars’ palm was just as red as James' ass and the pain was almost unbearable. He could not go on like 
this. He mustn't go on, not if he wanted to hold his drumsticks tomorrow night. 


Slowly, his hand sunk down, hanging limply at his side while he was kneeling on the bed. Gasping for breath, Lars 
gazed at the display in front of him: James' lean body, tense as a bowstring, the perfect curves of his 
buttocks bright red and burning, his legs spread so you could see his cock with pearly drops at the tip, begging 
to be touched. 
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Staring at the sore red areas on James' ass, Lars licked his lips. He had to be very sensitive now, the sore 
parts so tender to the slightest touch. The mere thought made Lars’ cock twitch in anticipation. 


So delicate to the touch of his fingers, calloused from years at the drums, so what if he just licked it instead? 


His heart pounding high in his chest, Lars bend down and carefully placed his hands on James's hips, bringing 
his face closer, just a little closer, until he was sure, James’ could feel the warmth of his breath on his skin. 


His flanks were trembling, but he neither moved nor spoke. The tension in the air was almost palpable. 


Lars took a deep breath. Then he closed his eyes and ran his tongue over the bruised red marks on James' 


ass. 
"What the everlasting fuck.? Lars, what are you..” 
He didn't let the protesting stop him. Nothing was able to stop him now. 


And when his tongue was touching the sorest parts, caressing the abused flesh with tiny licks and kisses 
before he withdrew and blew cool air over the bruises, he heard the tortured groan making its way up James’ 
throat, resulting in a broken whisper: "Oh my God." 


It was then, Lars knew he had won. No matter what he did to him, from now on James would love it. 


Digging his fingers into the soft skin over James' hip bones, Lars licked wide stripe across his buttocks, lapping 
up the salty sweat in which he imagined just the tiniest tinge of copper. Absorbing the taste it seemed to go 
straight into his own system, pulsing through his bloodstream, filling him with breathless euphoria and red hot 
burning desire. 


Fucking hell, he didn't know what he wanted more: Fucking James right here and now - that he would fuck him 
today was out of the question - or further explore the perverse new possibilities of this The oral fixation won, 
together with Lars’ deeply ingrained curiosity and the pure dirty wrongness of it all. 


James moaned - no it wasn't really a moan, just a desperate gasp, when Lars' tongue dove down into his crack 


Then there was only breathless, tense silence. 


Lars put his hands on James's sore buttocks, first just squeezing tentatively, then pushing them apart for 
better access. James cock was still rock hard, straining against his stomach, bobbing slightly with every little 


shiver that ran through his body. Lars hadn't even touched it. He wouldn't. Not yet. 


Instead, he licked a long line, starting at the small of James’ back, where drops of fresh sweat were pooling in 


the dimples just above his buttocks, and then down, down down, until his tongue was flicking across James’ hole. 
James reacted with a desperate little moan that turned into a whimper. 


Lars pulse was hammering hard within his temples and in the sides of his throat. And despite the arousal that 
burned through every cell of his body, he was barely able to breathe, edging the border towards 
hyperventilation. This was so fucking wrong! If anybody could see them now: Lars Ulrich, on his knees and 
elbows, half naked with his cock leaking, staining his pants while he had his face buried into his bandmate's ass. 


But wasn't it just this very wrongness, the perversity of it all that got him off? There was guilt in the back 
of his mind, yes, but it was fighting the arrogant realization that yes, they were rock stars, yes, they ruled 
the fucking world, yes, had the fucking night to engage in whatever debauchery they wanted to. 


Besides, this was not humiliation Far from it. This was him, having James under his control like never before, 
playing him like an instrument, reducing him to a moaning, trembling wreck of a man. Once again Lars licked 
across James' hole, just so very lightly, testing, teasing, and James threw his head back - uttering a low, 
inhuman sound that was close to turning into a howl. He was a mess. A shaking, shivering mess completely at 


his mercy. Lars had to exploit this to the utmost. 


He licked his way downwards, over James' perineum towards his balls - by now he had to press his chin into 
the mattress to reach that spot - and James was whimpering, actually fucking whimpering, when Lars' tongue 


left his ass. 

Fuck, you love that, don't ya? Deep inside you love it, you dirty bastard Can't wait to have it in you, can you? 
Can't wait to have your ass licked again, to have a finger inside you and then a cock and be finally, properly 
fucked? 

Lars’ breath came in rapid gasps now. His hands were shaking as he grabbed for hold on James’ hips before he 
pressed his face into his ass again, searching for the opening with his tongue, licking in frantic little strokes. 
James' whole body was tense as a bowstring- his muscles hard as iron, but trembling ever so slightly under 
Lars’ fingers. 

Lars pushed his tongue into him, past the tight ring of muscles. 


"Oh God" The words tumbles from James' lips, every semblance of control lost. "Fuck, Lars, please 


He pushed in deeper, stiffening his tongue, stabbing into the tight hole, making it slick and wet and ready. 


No, he couldn't wait any longer. One last lick across the length of his crack, making James mewl with 
frustration, then he withdrew his mouth. Only to replaces it with his finger. James's body was more than 
ready, nicely lubricated with spit so that Lars index finger slid in easily right to the second knuckle. 


He saw James’ hands clenching around the headboard, his knuckles white with tension. But his legs were spread 
wide and his balls drawn tight and his cock thick and swollen with pre-come dripping from the tip. He wanted 
this, he'd never ever admit it otherwise, but he fucking wanted this, wanted to be claimed, to be taken for 
once and be truly and utterly fucked 


Lars inserted a second finger. Unlike himself, used to this sort of thing - "slut" a little voice in the back of his 
head insisted - James was tight, wincing in pain as Lars pushed his middle finger in. He had to add more spit 
and eventually reach for the oil bottle that lay forgotten on the bed. He squeezed a good portion into his hand 
and both fingers went in easily. He slid them in and out, slowly, lazily at first, then with increasing speed, 
listening to the slick little sounds they made, watching as James' body adapted, his hips starting to thrust, 
pushing against the fingers, spreading his legs a little further, eagerly awaiting them. 


Lars bit his lip in concentration. More oil and another finger. Three was all he needed himself before he could 
take James’ cock. And James was much larger than him so three should be enough. Lars watched, transfixed, 
how the ring of muscle stretched around his index, middle and ring finger. Then his eyes trailed upwards, 
across James' back towards the back of his head, covered in sweat-drenched hair. As if he had noticed his 


stare, James turned around as good as he could, glaring at Lars from blue eyes, dark with lust. 

"What are you waiting for, Ulrich?" he growled. "Get off your lazy ass and fuck me." 

This was all he needed. 

Lars withdrew his fingers. With trembling hands he pushed down his pants, awkwardly fumbling until they were 
down to his knees before he realized he was still wearing his socks and shoes. It took him precious seconds 


until he was naked at last and able to finally, finally set to the task at hand. 


He reached for the oil bottle, squeezed some into his hands and rubbed it over his cock. His fingers slid easily 


over the hard flesh, the slight sensation almost enough to make him lose all control. 


lm going fo fuck James Hetfield he thought, here he is, the mighty Hetfield on his hands and knees, begging for my 


cock He moaned at the thought - already so close, so fucking close. 
"Come on," James growled, "what are you waiting for?" 
Make him beg, the voice in the back of Lars' head said, you know hed do if, he is that far gone. Make him beg 


And Lars knew that he could do it. By now he had broken through all of James's walls, had him down to the 


bare essentials, the simple and animalistic needs of the flesh. No macho metal image to uphold, no religious 


guilt from his fucked up childhood eating away on his soul - it was all gone. He was already down on his knees, 
he had Lars perform the utmost debaucheries on him - and he would also beg him to do more. They both 
knew it. 

Lars didn't make him. 

Instead, he pressed a kiss between James’ shoulder blades. Then he positioned himself between his spread legs 
and squeezed another handful of lube from the botte for good measure. He grabbed his cock with one hand 
and positioned the head against James’ hole. 

"You ready?" he asked. 

No answer, just a breathless nod. 


Lars pushed in 


God, he was so fucking tight! He felt James' muscles tense up, but he was unable to stop until he was fully 
engulfed in the tight heat of James' body. 


Fuck. 


He was so close. So close to coming, to fucking exploding, he had to bite his lip until it almost bled so he 


wouldn't orgasm on the spot. 

"J. James?" 

"Yeah?" His voice was a muffled growl - he had to be in pain. 
"Are you alright? Am | hurting you?" 

"Fuck, Lars, l'm not made of glass!" 


He was hurting him, it was obvious from the tone of his voice. Suddenly full of remorse, Lars began to pull 


out. 
"Hey, what the fuck? Did | tell you to stop?" 
"But, I." 


How the fuck had this happened? Here he was, with his cock buried to the hilt in James' ass and suddenly 


James was the one ordering him around. 


"But l'm fucking hurting youl" Lars insisted weakly. 


"Oh come one! | had worse! Compared to the knife thing in February, this is kindergarden” 
"The hunting accident. where you almost put the knife through your hand?" 


"Yeah, that one. And I'd fucking prefer not to talk about that while we're doing this," he tried to gesture with 
his hand still bound to the headboard. 


Lars chuckled. "Aye aye, Sir!" 


And then he bent forward and licked a long stripe along James’ spine, upwards, towards his neck Pushing 
James’ hair aside, he exposed the bite marks he left on his neck and shoulders earlier. Red and blue and purple, 
some of them with raised edges, where his teeth had dug in With a wicked little smile, Lars licked across one 
that looked particularly bruised and painful. He could feel James’ reaction straight towards his cock, which was 


still halfway buried within his ass. 

"Lars! 

"Something you want me to do?" 

"Oh for God's sake, go ahead and fuck me!" 

No more games then. 

Lars didn't think twice, but pushed right in - all the way, until he felt James' warm skin against his pubic bone. 
Then he withdrew his cock: Slowly, carefully until he was completely outside. The lube made wet little noises, 
when he took his cock in hand and rubbed the head against James's hole - already nicely loosened up. He 


pushed in with one smooth stroke, pulled out and thrusted into him again And this was when he hit the right 
spot. 


"Oh fuck, Lars! 


James threw his head back with a deep guttural moan, his back a beautifully arched perfect C. Then he 


pushed back, grinded his hips into Lars, his legs spread, craving more, more, more. 
Not so fast 


Lars smiled and pulled out again And in the spur of the moment, instead of his cock, he slipped his fingers 
inside James's ass - three at a time this time, feeling how open he was, crooking them until he brushed that- 
spot inside him that made him howl in pleasure and then - he tugged The noise that came from James's 


mouth was barely human. Afterwards, Lars' cock slid in with ease. 


It was now that he started thrusting in earnest, fucking James with long smooth strokes. 


Compared to this everything else had been foreplay. This was where the fucking started, hard, fast and dirty. 
Lars grabbed James’ hips, his fingernails leaving red half moon shapes on the tanned skin of James’ flanks as 


he was pounding into him. 

"Har der!" 

His balls were smacking into James's ass, his vision fading into a blur, but it still wasn't enough. 
Harder. Fuck me. Come one. Please. 


Lars didn't know if it was James or just the voice in his own head. There were no distinctions anymore. No 
more limits between their bodies, their minds, just flesh, blood, muscle and skin moving as one and soaring, 


roaring desire burning through all of it. 


Hips bucking up, thrusting, fingers digging into skin. Tight heat engulfing him, the taste of blood on his tongue 
when he bit his own lip. The air rough in his throat as he was gasping, moaning, his voice breaking - first into 


a howl and then into a whimper. 


The muscles in James’ back flexing under golden skin, glistening, his tawny hair dark with sweat, sticking to his 
neck. Deeper, harder and faster - until Lars couldn't bear it anymore. He knew he was going to explode, if he 


went on for a split-second longer. 


He reached orgasm with a scream, pounding into James once more and then another time while he spurted 


white hot semen into him. 


For a second everything went dark before his eyes. When he finally came to his senses, he found himself 
gasping for breath, halfway lying on top of James's tense, sweat covered body - whose dick was still hard as a 
rock - and whose hands were still tied to the headboard. 


Lars was not thinking, he just acted. With trembling fingers and rivers of sweat running from his brow, he 


untastened the belts. There were red marks on James’ wrists where the leather had bruised him. 
"What the fuck?" Anger was rising in James’ voice like a snarling, sharp-toothed animal. No, not now. Not yet. 


Still unable to grasp a single clear thought, Lars grabbed James by the shoulders, his fingers slick with sweat, 
spit and come, slipping on sweat-covered skin But he managed to catch James’ unaware and pushed him down 
on the mattress. The he sank onto his hands and knees, crawling so his head was on one level with James’ 


groin - until he found his still-hard cock. 


He engulfed the tip with his lips, savoring the salty tinge of sweat, the bitter taste of precome. James’ fingers 
dug hard into his scalp, wrapping strands of hair around his hand as Lars' head went down, greedily taking it all 
in. 


James' cock pushed against the back of his throat, making him choke, his eyes tearing up as strings of saliva 
ran from the corners of his mouth, but Lars didn't care. Their roles had switched, now he was the slut again 
- James’ little whore with his mouth full of cock. And fuck if he didn't love it! The thought caused a little 
twitch in his cock - if he hadn't been utterly spent already he might have come from this as well: Being 
James' cocksucking, green-eyed Danish whore, taking him in until pubic hair was brushing his nose. Who cared 


for breath if there was so much James to taste and swallow and fucking - own? 

Bobbing his head up and down, Lars quickly established the age-old rhythm. Faster and faster, feeling the grip 
James’ fingers losing in his hair as he sank down into the mattress, his head thrown back, fingers digging into 
the sweat-stained crumpled sheets, hips bucking up, pushing, thrusting, wanting more, more, more. 

Lars was only too willing to give it to him. Swallowing his cock again, taking it in to the hilt, then slowly letting it 
slide out again, until his lips were wrapped against the glans, brushing it, letting his tongue circle around it, 
savoring, caressing, licking away every drop of precome. 


"Lars-. Fuck Lars, please" 


He was begging. He was a mess, all defenses long since broken down. Lars didn't have to make him ask for it, 


James was doing it all by himself. 


Lars closed his eyes and started sucking in earnest, forming a tight ring around the glans with his lips with the 
fingers of his left hand wrapped around the base of James’ cock. It was time to let him come. 


He would have smiled if his mouth hadn't been so full of cock. Instead he slipped a hand down between James’ 
spread legs, found his still lose and lubricated hole and slipped two fingers in. He found his prostate at the first 
try, curled his fingers while simultaneously sucking on James's cock. 

This was all it took. 

With a howl, James erupted into orgasm, coming spurt after spurt of hot, bitter seed. Lars swallowed it all. 
Then James sank down, lying motionless, one hand tangled into Lars' sweaty hair, the other one spread out like 
a dead starfish on the sheets. His breath went heavy, his chest rising and falling in irregular gasps, calming 
down only slowly. 


Lars didn't dare to move. 


He looked at the belts, still hanging limply from the headboard, at the marks on James’ wrists, the bruises on 


his neck. 


Fuck, what have we done? What have | done? 


Once James’ came down from post-orgasmic bliss, there was a good chance, he'd beat him into a bloody pulp - 
or at least kick him into the groin so hard, Lars wouldn't even dare to think about sex until the end of this 
tour - or the next one - or the new millennium. 


It might be a good idea to leave right now. A very good idea 


Even if his whole body was protesting, Lars started one weak attempt to get out of the bed - well, he 
managed to get as far as lifting his shoulders by pushing himself up on his forearms, when he felt James's 


heavy hand on the back of his neck. 
"Stay here." As slurred as his voice sounded, this was an order, 


However, the way James pulled him upwards, until Lars' head was resting comfortably in the crook between 


James' neck and shoulder, was everything but harsh command. 


"You're going nowhere tonight," James was mumbling, his eyes already closed and halfway on his way towards 


sleep. 


This was new. Since they started fooling around - in what. nineteen eighty five? - this had happened maybe 
once or twice - most of it in the time shortly after Cliffs accident when they both needed every comfort 
they could get. But today? This was extremely unexpected. 


Well, for once, Lars wasn't complaining. He wrapped an arm around James’ naked chest, doing the best to ignore 
the mess of sweat, spit and sperm still clinging to their entangled bodies. There'd be plenty of time to take 


care of that tomorrow. Waking up together - what a nice mental image. Maybe they could even take a shower 
together? James had never let him stay the night in his hotel room. 


"Well," Lars thought before finally falling asleep as well, "there's a first time for everything.” 


- the end 


